it nervous work, but after a number of successful
brushes with the enemy he discovered that courage
and resolution were even more at a premium below
than above ground. Crawling about in the mines
proved so hard upon his clothes that he fetched some
coarse canvas from one of the palaces and made him-
self a suit of dungarees.
One day the enemy broke into a gallery in which
he was waiting for them. After mortally wounding
one of the miners with a pistol shot, he also hit a
sepoy who came down to see what was the matter.
Kavanagh then crept into the  enemy's gallery,
where he lay listening to the commotion up above
and taunting them in the vernacular, until they
began to fire down the shaft. As soon as the smoke
had driven him back to his own gallery, the enemy
recovered their wounded, but Kavanagh soon re-
turned with a couple of Sikhs and began abusing
them again. He charged them with ingratitude,
cruelty to women and children, and cowardice, and
told them that they and their families would soon
be ruined.
'Why,' he asked, 'have you mutinied, and what
can you expect from the atrocities you have per-
petrated?'
*We are fighting/ they answered, 'for our religion,
which you meant to destroy.'
'In what manner have we threatened your faith?'
'By giving us greased cartridges.'
Kavanagh explained that this was a mistake. They
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